Part One

Savoring Our Life
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Man wanted a home, a place of warmth, or comfort,
first of physical warmth, then the warmth of the affection.
—Henry David Thoreau

Be yourself; no base imitator of another, but your best
self. There is scmething which you can do better than an-
other. Listen to the inward voice and bravely obey that. Do
the things at which you are great, not what you were never

made for.
—Ralph Waldo Emerson

The end comes when we no longer talk with ourselves.
It is the end of genuine thinking and the beginning of the fi-

nal loneliness.
—Eric Hoffer






Coluntry Roads, Let Me Go. ..
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“Country roads, take me home,
to the place I belong
west Virginia, mountain mama

take me home, country roads.”

When the train slowly rolled out of the station, John Denver’s
magnetic soft voice started sounding in my ears. I knew I had to go,
but still I became a little bit sad. This made me feel confused. I was
excited when I knew that I could go to college in another city, for
that meant I had a chance to enjoy independence. However, when
the day eventually came, I felt reluctant to leave my home city,
where I have lived for about 17 years. My heart was soaked in a
kind of bitter and sour liquid.

A string of pictures began to show in my mind: white clouds
floating on the gray sky curtain, winding lanes in the bushes of
hills, the scarlet sunrise, and slab stones with slippery green moss. 1
could even clearly see myself caressing the wild flowers, lying on the
soft grass, bathing in the spring sunlight and listening to the chirps
of cuckoos, sparrows and turtledoves.

The sunshine got brighter on my way to Wuhan, a city so

strange to me that I became even more uneasy and bewildered. How



to deal with those new things and new people. . .

Everything here was indeed unfamiliar, no one to take care of
me, but [ myself. I, instead of my mother, have to make my bed;
I have to take the initiative to get acquainted with my roommates so
that I need not to be alone to have my lunch and supper; 1 have to
wash my clothes with my little soft hands; I have to. . ..

In that period of time, John Denver’s “Country Road” could
always strike the common cord in my nostalgic heart. When I was
obsessed with homesickness, 1 would resort to the song to relieve the
pain.

I thought I could pour out all my complaints to my Mom when
she called me. However, when, on the first weekend, Mom rang
me, I bottled up my emotion and said nothing. I did not know
why. Mom always knows my mind, I suppose. My silence had told
her everything. Although she could not see me I was sure she knew
my eyes were wet. “If you want to come home,” she said gently,
“then come back. It’s all up to you.” She stopped for a while. “I
always believe my daughter can make decisions by herself. Starting
from scratch is always tough, but I trust you.” Hearing Mom’ s
words 1 could not choke back my tears any longer. They rolled down
my cheeks silently. ,

Homesickness, which I had never thought I would suffer from,
did come to me unexpectedly. As a matter of fact, I was not as in-
dependent as I thought then. Maybe I was still a child, aspiring for
protection and concern. Whenever | encountered something confus-
ing or depressing, [ wanted to escape, always. I wanted a country
road to take me home. But at that moment, I was enlightened why

people made roads—to go out, to explore and to know the new



world.

1 did not go home at last. I thought my life drive and energy
should run forward rather than backward.

Bertrand A. W. Russell once stated in his “How to Grow
Old”: an individual human existence can be compared to a river—
small at first, narrowly contained within its banks, and rushing
passionately past rocks and over waterfalls. Gradually the river
grows wider , the banks recede, the waters flow more quietly, and
in the end, without any visible break, they become merged in the
sea, and painlessly lose their individual being .

Maybe I am now a small brook knowing that [ am running to-
ward my destination—a sea or an ocean. To have enough energy to
reach the goal, I must acquire knowledge to equip myself with the
necessary strength. Still, weak as I am, Iam afraid of the obstacles
and hard rocks ahead, which I cannot shun. But also like the thorn
bird seeking the thorn tree, I am seeking my own course. It may be
painful to grow up, but I want to say:

Country roads, let me go,

To the place I can find myself. . .
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A River of Life

—Reflections on the Movie A River Runs Through It
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The first time I saw the movie A River Runs Through It, 1
was captivated by the majesty of the Montana wilderness and the
strong bond of the American family. The movie was adapted from
Norman Mclean’s masterpiece, his famous memoir. But by looking
deeper into the film, I can read far more meanings than that. I find
the subtle affections and the philosophy of life are conveyed through
the metaphor of the river.

“River” has long been used as a symbol of life. For example, in
the essay “How to Grow Old” from his Portraits from Memoir,
Bertrand Russell compares a river to an individual human existence;
the current and course of a running river represent the different
stages of a human being’ s life, say, from youth, passing through
middle age to one’s late years. But the river in the movie, in my
view, bears far more meanings; for example, one’s course of life,
the social tide, the tacit communications flowing between souls, and
the eulogy of life itself.

An individual’s life is like a drop of water. It can either choose
to take the course of the tide of society or to run in.its own course,

in which case, cannot last long, let alone run against the social tide



or force the torrent of the rolling tide to follow its track. Water may
be very brilliant, shining and radiant one looks at one drop, while
invisible and unidentifiable when merged into a river. Maybe Nor-
man Mclean himself knows the inherent contradiction between an
individual's splendid but transient life and the long but mediocre or
conformist life. But he extends his praise to the former, which is
embodied particularly in his brother’ s unruly, wild-hearted, art
prone life but premature death.

Both brothers, Norman and Paul, are rebellious in nature,
which may be partly attributed to their hometown’ s natural envi-
ronment: Montana’s primitive forest, grand mountains and torren-
tial streams. As teenagers, they dare to challenge the turbulent river
with a rented boat, which stunned their peers and shocked their par-
ents. »

Paul’s nonconformist character is also demonstrated in his spe-
cial way of fishing. Not willing to obey his father’ s stern instruction
on fishing, Paul develops his own style into a unique art, rather
than a means of catching fish. The elder brother Norman notices
that and appreciates his brother’s artistic talent. The brothers’ mu-
tual attachment is solidified more and more through the hometown
river and their fishing activity together.

When the brothers have grown up and come to the age to
choose their own life course, Norman goes to pursue his academic
study at Chicago University majoring in Literature, which affords
him a good and appropriate channel for his rebellion. Not so fortu-
nate, his younger brother Paul, owing to his keen affection for his
hometown setting, chooses to stay in Montana but cannot release his

life force in a socially acceptable fashion. He maintains his unre-



strained and carefree character. Paul rebels against the contemporary
social restrictions on Indian people and falls in love with an Indian
girl, and even descends a slippery path of self-destruction by gam-
bling and fighting.

The two brothers’ life rivers run in different directions, one is
safe, peaceful and prolonged by getting more and more merged into
the mainstream of society, while the other, rushing in its own
course, is furious, unstable and transient. But deep in the bottom of
both hearts, there is music of soul running through. That is the eu-
logy of life.

This movie seems to suggest that all forms of lifestyles are
worth our respect. The value of life itself should not be measured
with social standards, such as one’s possessions, wealth, .prestige,
or life span. In terms of natural life existence, each individual life is

brilliant, splendid and worth our heartfelt appreciation.
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Heartbheat
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Walking through the bustling crowd every day, I find myself a
stranger. [ wonder if life should always be like this: People have to
spend their everyday time like a pendulum. We arc mediocre, ordi-
nary human beings. We lead a mechanical life day in and day out.
Sometimes, | make an attempt to stir a few whirlpools in the stag-
nant routine of life, but this only makes me feel even more bored.

Every day after my class hours, I walk out of the university
gate, and then get across the road through that overpass, watching
the cars and buses whistling by below. In front of the Asian Trading
Plaza, I take the bus home. All things are the same as yesterday,
today, tomorrow and then the days after tomorrow... the same
street scenes, the same pedestrians hustling and bustling around me,
the same dusty air... Yes, | cannot expect anything unusual to
happen to me another day. The only sense left is numbness and I
turn into a walking skeleton. My soul wanders to some places, but
my body is walking among the crowd.

What can [ say about my life? Complaining is pointless. Life
should go on. To kill my spare time I can watch TV or play PC
games or laugh at some funny things. But I cannot feel any bit of

happiness.



Occasionally 1 feel 1 am confined like the Case or in Ward 6 *,
but in fact I am not. I gradually realize what life is: it is an infinite
chain of concentric circles. Both the inside and the outside are locked
up by circumferences. We take an arduous journey aiming to leave
the inside hoping to get out of a circle. But when we transcend one
circle, another one is awaiting us. Then this game will go on and on
till the last day of our life. The only temptation is the transient
cheerful moment when we surpass one circle. We should be aware
that there would never be permanent happiness in life.

Thus, my everyday time slips away along with my boring
hoaxes and ribald jokes at school. My buddies burst into laughter,
but I tell myself they are worthless. After school, I then pick up my
bag and go home as the day before. My heart is obsessed with a
sense of hollowness. I cannot find a place to rest my soul. [ have no
faith.

What is the point of this futile curse? If I could devote myself
heart and soul to my schooling, maybe I would gain real happiness.

The No.1 bus staggers along the route to carry me home. The
strong and hot smell of barbecue, combined with rock or pop music
penetrating into the windows of the bus, only annoys me. My eyes
seek and trace pretty cars and girls through the windows, getting
sparkled from time to time, but no impression is left in my mind.

I turn to see horror films or go through the whole volumes of
The Tragedy of Shakespeare in an hour or listen to music in bed un-

til 1 {all asleep. My numb heart begins to fall. I am looking but not

+ The Man in a Case and Ward 6 are the two famous novels written by

Russian writer Cheknov.



seeing, listening but not hearing. The senseless heart is still beat-
ing. The blood inside lashes the shrivelled crust of the vessels. It
makes me confused, disturbed, agitated, constrained, impetuous,

and indignant. . .

May it never stop!
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if You Are Male...
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Note: This essay was written for the writing section of
2001’ s final exam, on which we were required to write an essay
after reading the passage “ Why [ Want a Wife” written by Judy
Syfers. I wrote this composition only to entertain readers. Maybe
you can find your own images in it, if you are, unfortunately,
male . But don’t blame me or refuse me as a friend or even throw
tomatoes or eggs at me if you are a proud girl. 1 would seek your
pardon .

It is certain that people will feel sympathy for women and their
misfortune after reading “Why I Want a Wife” by Judy Syfers.
Yes, I have no doubt what she said is true (I am not a‘sociologist,
after all). But mind you, it only applies to the circumstance in
1970’ s. The situation dramatically changed thereafter.

If you are a boy in the middle school, you will understand what
I mean. As a boy, you must show your gentility to all the girls
around you. You have to tolerate their moody tempers and satisty
their various demands. You must get used to the reguests such as
“David, I don’t want to move a finger now. Would you mind bring-
ing me the lunch?” Or “Herb, your book is wonderful. I would be
extremely delighted if you could give it to me.” Or “Steven, you’ ve

promised to treat me to a meal in Pizza Hut!” (Steven: “What? [



never said that?”) “Ok, Ok, then just in MacDonald’ s. What
about this afternoon?” You should be gentlemanlike and generous.
Otherwise, the girls will label you as part of the mean and unattrac-
tive group. If you happen to have a spat with a girl, everyone will
stand behind her, especially the teachers. If a girl misbehaves and
you have been involved, the teachers will surely punish her less
severely.

If you are a young man, you will understand what I am talking
about. You have to try every effort to please girls if you want a girl-
friend. You must satisfy all your girlfriend’ s needs and spend all
your pocket money on her. Just listen to Michael Bolton’ s song
“When a Man Loves a Woman”: when a man loves a woman, he
spends his very last dime trying to hold on to what she needs. He'd
give up all his comforts and sleep out in the rain, if she said that
is the way it ought to be. You have to invite a girl to a café, buy her
all kinds of gifts, and present her flowers from time to time. If she
offends you, you should restrain your temper and try your best to
tolerate her words and behavior. But if you offend her unintentional-
ly, you must apologize a thousand times and beg her forgiveness.
You have to speculate on her mind to avoid irritating her. And you
are supposed to remember all the time any trifles she mentions. If
she is sick, you must stay by her bed. If she is late for a date, you
have to wait (especially in the rain) until she turns up in order to
prove your love for her and to show your romantic temperament.
She could describe you as ugly though you are handsome; you must
praise her for her beauty when she is actually plain. If she is far
away in Shanghai and she happens to be unhappy, you must even

rush there by train without any hesitation so as to comfort her.



If you may choose, will you be a boy or a girl? The relationship
between GG and MM is described as an endless war: boys are the
soldiers who give up everything to fight but never win. Why do I
want a girlfriend? Nowadays, it is a truth universally acknowl-
edged, that a young guy must be in want of a girlfriend. He should
accept the fact that he will be second to her always.
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“David, I don’t want to move a finger now. Would you mind bring-
ing me the lunch?” Or “Herb, your boak is wonderful. 1 would be
extremely delighted if you could give it to me.  Or “Steven, you’ve

promised to tream me to a meal in Pizza Hut! "0 Steven: “What? |
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My Favorite Pastime

I enjoy lots of activities in my leisure time such as swimming,
playing ball games, and listening to music, but my favorite pastime
is having a walk after dinner to completely relax myself and have a
lot of fun.

This habit was formed when I was beginning to remember
things. My grandpa would take me out after supper every evening.
Those were really happy days to me. Time seemed to be endless and
never move on when Grandpa let me sit comfortably on his shoulders
and wandered through those streets and lanes, playing tricks and
telling stories. Actually, 1 was not walking myself, but just “sit-
ting” everywhere. I used to chew gum and feel grandpa’s baldhead,
which always made him laugh loudly. It is a pity that nothing favor-
able in this world is permanent. I had to leave my grandpa and at-
tend primary school. That was the first and the most carefree period
of time in my memory.

The next person to accompany me for my daily walk is Dad.
When [ was a little older, but still a child, I used to walk with Dad
around our house after supper. In those days, there was a little hill
and a pond nearby where wild grass bred various kinds of insects,
which would jump onto my feet when we were walking through

those paths. My screams and panics made Dad laugh loudly, very



